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[Prologue] 


“On the cliff above the waterfall there were two shadows. 

The first was a tall young man. 

The other was an older, white-haired man. 

Facing each other, sparks flew from their gazes within the silence. 

This is because - the two of them were arch enemies. 

Sworn rivals, one of them is destined to take the other’s life, and they both understand it is their destiny that one of 
them must lose their lives. 

And so, that destined day was today. That such a place became their place of destiny, the two already knew it. They 
also knew that the other understood. 

They it was silent. 

The torrents roared. 

The setting sun shone dimly.” 


The forests surrounding them, the wet rocks, the waterfall basin that disappeared far below their feet - everything was 
covered in a pale mist, a pale mist that left their appearances a haze. 


A secluded place. 
The twilight hour. 


The land was located on the edge of a border - in the gap between this world and the afterlife. 


The tall young man opened his mouth. “What you’re going to encounter from now - is your death. Savor it, Kyogoku.” It 
was a voice that carried well, and was so cold even a cold-blooded snake would tremble from its chill. 


A hunting cap and sunglasses. 
Skin as white as the dead. 


Cold air drifted only around the young man, and as though in fear the misty rain avoided him while falling. 
The older, white-haired man he faced laughed in response. 


“Magnificent. You're truly magnificent, Ayatsuji-kun.” A tattered kimono covered the old man’s body - an outfit like that 
of a hermit’s. The mud-colored eyes with a thousand years of ingenuity in them closed. 


Dimples that were simultaneously childish and wicked were carved into his cheeks. 


With an easy-going and pleasant voice, his voice held absolutely no anger. He had the air of a good-natured old man 
one could find anywhere. 


However, the young man he called Ayatsuji-kun narrowed his eyes in displeasure at the sound of that laughter. 


“Don’t laugh, you old monkey man. Your sordid laughter grates on my ears —- Do you remember how many crimes 
you've committed?” 


“Goodness me? What crimes do you speak of? You would arrest and treat a timid, kind old man as a criminal, you don’t 
have enough respect for the elderly, do you? But | am obeying the normal laws. | always cross the street when the 
light is green.” 


The white haired man’s easy-going voice never faltered. 


“What a funny joke. Well then, | shall list them for you since you’re going senile. 29 cases of extortion, 38 cases of 
abetting murder, theft, confinement, and assault. If you include the attempted crimes as well that makes a few 
hundred cases of heavy and light crimes. However - you never dirty your hands. The Suodo and Gozu incidents. These 
incidents shook many people, but despite being the ringleader, you didn’t leave any evidence behind. All those who 
bore the penalty were the executors who didn’t even realize they were manipulated.” 


The older man did not deny it, he merely deepened his smile. 


To see such an expression caused Ayatsuji’s brows to furrow in displeasure. 


“ Even the government was unable to interfere, since you did not commit any crime.” Ayatsuji raised a hand, cutting 
through the cold air, “That too ends today.” 


Ayatsuji’s raised hand seemed to glide into his breast pocket, and soon took out a single copper coin. 


“This is from the mass killing in the museum, proof you’re the ringleader behind everything.” He turned the coin to 
display the front of it. “A bag filled with coins from the museum’s coin display was used to beat an old man to death. 
They were then brazenly returned to the display case, that’s the trick of your weapon disappearing. From this coin the 
bloodstain of the victim, and your fingerprint was detected.” 


The old man called Kyogoku’s smile only widened with a laugh. 
However, his eyes were not laughing. 
Mud-colored eyes that held the soul of the devil gleamed quietly. 


“Remember this brilliance, Kyogoku.” Ayatsuji flipped the coin in his hand. It gave off a dull gleam under the faint 
twilight. “It’s your fault these people died, so apologize to them in the netherworld.” 


“The netherworld, huh. | see. Hmm - By the way, I’m asking simply because I’m interested, Ayatsuji-kun, just the word 
“netherworld” can refer to many things. The Records of Ancient Matters describe the underworld to be below the earth, 
the lowest of the ten spiritual realms as told by the Buddhist scriptures. The Lotus Sutra speaks of it as ‘Nirvana’; as for 
the Old Testament, it calls it a ‘dark graveyard’. Alternatively, in the New Testament, according to the Gospels of 
Matthew or Luke, it is - ” 


“Hell,” Ayatsuji spoke up, interrupting. “They are all the same. That truth will never change.” 
“You may think that way, but | wonder about it.” 
“It’s no point wondering about it. You’ll understand soon.” 


From Ayatsuji’s mouth, he spilled out a breath as cold as that of the dead. “Because you'll be going there very soon 
- within the next few hours.” 


The sound of the waterfall, much like thunder, coiled around the two of them then disappeared into the misty rain. 


“So it is.” Kyogoku spoke in an emotionless voice. “Such is the fate of one who faces Detective Ayatsuji Yukito - a 
detective more detestable than a murderer. How terrifying.” 


The old man gave off a faint hint of mockery. 
The cold young man simply narrowed his eyes, letting the mockery go past him. 


“Kyogoku. I’ve known you for a considerably long time.” Breaking his silence from moments prior, Ayatsuji was the first 
to open his mouth. “Today, I'll tell you the truth. In reality, what kind of tricks you surround yourself with, what kind of 
misdeeds you commit, they don’t concern me at all. | have no interest either. Scheme whatever you want, kill 
whomever you want.” 


“If you meet the Buddha on the road, kill him’ 1- that is what it’s called.” 


“Human life isn’t fair. The proof lies in that everybody grieves a good person’s death, and celebrate a villain’s death. 
And to me, human life is equally worthless. I’m not qualified to talk about the preciousness of human life, nor do | wish 
to. Even so—-” 


Ayatsuji toyed with the copper coin in his hand. 
The noise of the metal echoed in the air. 


“—- Even so, you've killed too many.” 


1 aif you meet Buddha on the road, kill him” Is actually a saying in Buddhism and | found researching this pretty 
interesting. You can read an explanation of it here! 


The copper coin spun and danced in the air, and below both of their eyes, and it fell over the cliff that extended below 
their eyes. 


The evidence against the unmatched criminal Kyogoku disappeared out of sight into the hazy waterfall. Chasing its 
path with his gaze, Kyogoku narrowed his eyes. 


“Is that alright? That was your precious piece of evidence.” 
“| don’t need it anymore. You should already understand that.” 
Kyogoku’s eyes twinkled with a smile, but he gave no reply. 


The afterlife and this world are connected by a deep ravine. At this deep ravine connecting the afterlife and this world, 
on a clifftop filled with the tranquility of the dead - 


Ayatsuji took a step forward. 


“An advanced warning.” Ayatsuji’s voice was that of a whisper. “Death by falling. That will be your cause of death. You 
will die an accidental death falling off this cliff.” 


Kyogoku looked down the waterfall, like he was prompted to do so. 
“Death by falling,” Kyogoku mused aloud. “Death by falling... Not bad.” 


“You won't survive from this altitude.” Ayatsuji took another step forward. “This cliff is a straight path. The military 
police have already gathered in this area. It won’t be long before they surround this place too. There’s no way out. This 
is your demise.” 


As the detective spoke, his emotions did not sway at all. 
He was merely stating the truth, as he had done many times before. 
Ayatsuji spoke to him the way he had spoken to the perpetrators of their crimes. 


“A warning in advance from the great detective. In that case, there’s no reason you'll be wrong.” In response, 
Kyogoku took a step back. His heel struck a pebble, which bounced directly down over the edge of the cliff. 


“This long, long game with you will finally come to an end.” 


“Yes.” Kyogoku nodded. “This showdown with you was truly enjoyable. However, it’s too bad. Compared to the rite that 
will begin from now, this showdown until now was merely an unveiling ceremony of sorts.” 


“What?” 


Kyogoku didn’t answer Ayatsuji, merely taking another step backwards. His heel stopped just in front of the edge of the 
cliff. It was impossible to step back any further. 


“You can’t defeat me, Homicide Detective. For an eternity. This battle has been determined. This is a battle where 
you'll keep retreating, in a mire where victory does not exist. Ayatsuji-kun, please enjoy the path of the defeated.” 


Ayatsuji couldn’t move. In front of the frail-statured old man with feeble arms,, he couldn’t even lift a finger. 
That is - the aura Kyogoku was letting out was - 


“And your last advanced warning, | will show you that it’s wrong. Accidental death-? | will not die an accidental death. 
You can see for yourself.” Kyogoku laughed out in enjoyment as he cast himself over the cliff. 


The sound of the torrents could be heard. 


Down far below, the fluttering of tattered clothes could be seen while he fell. 
Into the pit of the waterfall. 

However, he was laughing all the while. 

As he fell into the far-away afterlife, beyond the misty rain - 


Ayatsuji said nothing, merely staring where Kyogoku had disappeared into the pit of the waterfall. He stayed silent in 
that posture, merely continuing to stare down into the depths of the landscape. 


Before long, commanding troops came rushing in, pressing questions about what had happened, but he didn’t answer 
with a word. 


He merely stared where his arch-enemy had - 
Sorcerer Kyogoku Natsuhiko. Homicide detective Ayatsuji Yukito. These are two intelligent men with special abilities. 


Using their minds as spears, their ingenuity as fangs, arch-enemies competing with everything they have. This is the 
story of their battle. 


[Chapter 1: The old church within the 
mountains. ] 


“The culprit is inside here.” 


Within the quiet church, a voice that lacked emotion sounded out. People stood next to each other with pale faces. 
Having heard those words, they all forgot to breathe and paid attention to the one who had spoken. 


An aged, old church. The walls held cracked plaster and the head of the altar, which was no longer used, had a thin 
layer of dust. 


11 people stood together in the room. 


With expressions colored with exhaustion and possibly even anxiety; those were the souvenirs left to them from the 
strange, outrageous murder case. 


They were all paying attention to the only person who was expressing no trace of anxiety or sorrow, or any other 
emotion. The person who knew the entire truth. 


“The culprit deliberately chose one out of 68 children, and killed that child through poisoning their breakfast. It’s a 
culprit with clear murderous intent.” 


One person, with no fluctuation of emotion in his voice, stood tall in the middle of the church’s room. He wore 
sunglasses and a newsboy cap. 


Wearing fitted leather gloves, his fingers toyed around with the thin, unlit tobacco pipe. ‘Death’ and ‘Murder’ - using 
such a dangerous vocabulary, his voice held no emotion. 


Only his eyes, behind the lens of his sunglasses, were sharp. 
The name of this detective was Ayatsuji. 


The audience, composed of teachers and faculty staff belonging to the outdoors school, stood in confusion regarding 
the murder case that had taken place here. Right now, the mysterious and bizarre murder was going to be solved at 
the hand of Ayatsuji. 


“But detective,” one of the group, with an uneasy expression, stepped forward as though he couldn't help it. It was a 
male teacher in a suit who spoke. Perhaps because he hadn't slept well, there were faint bags under his bloodshot 
eyes. “The police announced the child was poisoned, but... Instead of a meal, wasn’t the cause of death from a needle? 
In fact, there seemed to have been a needle wound on the back of the boy’s neck...” 


“It’s a cover-up.” Ayatsuji’s words cut in. “Pretending to be helping the victim suffering from poison, the culprit stabbed 
him with the needle he had prepared.....before the boy died. Since there were symptoms such as limb paralysis, 
difficulty breathing and pupil dilation, there’s no doubt it was poison that targeted the nervous system. Whether or not 
it is via oral infection or open wound infection is difficult to distinguish, even for an expert. The criminal made use of 
this fact so the police would misunderstand the case.” There was no emotion in his voice. He seemed as if to be 
reading off a transparent page of a formula. 


“B-But the police also studied whether or not his meal was poisoned! However, everything was cooked in the same pot 
and all of the dishes used were collectively storied in the same cupboard. The same cafeteria, the same kitchen, the 
same cook. To poison just a single target is impossible, don’t you think?” 


“Impossible, you say?” Ayatsuji looked at the teacher. “Of course it’s possible.” 


A bespectacled female teacher, standing next to him, continued on behalf of the dismayed male teacher. “Then, it 
can’t be... After setting the table, while each student’s meal was being distributed— in other words, his meal was 
poisoned right before they began eating?” 


The detective shook his head. 


“Wrong. When the victim’s was eating, there were a large number of other children around to see. To deceive all the 
eyes of so many people, that sort of situation is impossible to imagine.” 


“Then - How?” 


“Ahh... How, you say. It’s come to that after all.” 


Ayatsuji muttered under his breath with a sigh. Everyone in the room grew anxious from the strange silence, 
exchanging glances with one another. 


... Had something bad been said? 


“Oh well. Don’t worry. I’ve already known all of you don’t have brains that can think. For some reason, the people 
involved in a case always think it’s the detective’s responsibility to put together the case piece by piece like some 
gentle mother. It’s similar to kindly teaching how to put on a diaper, | think. It’s simply charming.” 


Everyone there gave a blank stare. They weren’t able to comprehend what the detective had said about them, how 
they were supposed to feel hurt. They would surely grow angry the next morning. 


The detective sucked on the mouth piece of his pipe he held between two fingers, slowly exhaling a thin cloud of 
smoke. Then, he spoke. “Do you know of Ockham’s Razor?” 


“Razor...?” 


They all looked at each other with bewildered expressions. 


“It’s a principal of philosophy. ‘Suppose there exists several theories for an occurrence. In this case, the simpler one is 
usually better’ — With these guidelines, the simpler theory is more likely to be the truth.” 


Ayatsuji gazed at the others while explaining before continuing. 


“Only one person among the children who ate the same meal was killed. In that case, the explanation is simple. 
Poisoning everyone else the same way, the poison used was aimed to kill just one person. It’s an incredibly simple 
solution. That kind of poison exists. It is also easy to find in nature.” 


“Eh.” 


The audience was stunned. Ignoring the stir, Ayatsuji continued while holding the pipe between his lips. 


“The culprit applied an adhesive of the poison to the tableware the day before. All of the tableware, equally. And... 
using the timing when everybody began eating their breakfast, the culprit deliberately made the victim leave his seat.” 


The teachers thought back on it. It was true, 20 minutes before the incident, the boy received a scolding for twenty 
minutes as a teacher’s wallet, which had been stolen, was found in his bag. However, it was done in the corner of the 
room, and due to the fact that everyone had seen the scolded child, it was seen as unrelated to the incident. 


“Then... Someone poisoned him at that time?” 


“It seems you do not have even a sliver of memory. | said the poison was already applied, didn’t |?” Ayatsuji said with 
cold eyes. “The poison was applied to the egg beating bowl. And - 1 gram of that poison can easily kill a million people, 
it’s one of natures most strongest deadly poisons. Natural producers of this poison can be present in the soil or at the 
bottom of a lake and it grows tremendously under certain nutrient conditions.” 


“| see!” The previously silent administrator of the facility suddenly shouted. “Botulinum poison...!” 


Ayatsuji nodded as he continued. “Botulinum is an anaerobic bacterium of the Clostridium genus which produces an 
extremely potent Botulinum toxin. Terrorists have used this dangerous toxin as a biological weapon. The raw eggs, 
when the yolk and egg whites were mixed together, caused it to grow tremendously. By itself, it’s nearly harmless to 
the body, however, once grown in food and ingested, it will result in death within 8 to 32 hours.” 


He walked quietly as he proceeded, speaking the truth with ease. Despite the old age of the church, his shoes never 
caused the floorboards to creak. 


“Eyeing the timing after everybody had mixed their eggs, the culprit controlled the situation by interrupting only the 
victim’s meal, and bought the time needed for the bacteria to grow. Specifically, they were called to a corner of the 
room, and disciplined for a long time. By doing so, they were able to create the unusual circumstance where only the 
victim was poisoned. Because all of the other classmates were eating the same thing, the idea he was the only one 
who had his food altered with a deadly poison would be seen as inconceivable.” 


“Then, the culprit is...!” 


Everyone looked at one of the male teachers. On the day of the incident, the victim was called to the corner of the 
room to be scolded by the physical education teacher. 


“1.,.It’s not me! At that time, | was...” 


“He is not the criminal.” Ayatsuji interrupted as he continued. “It was the person who, at the right timing, deliberately 
told the physical education teacher the information that ‘the stolen wallet had been found in the victim’s bag’.” 


He pointed to one of the people in the audience with his pipe. 


“The owner of the stolen wallet —- You are the culprit.” 


The eyes of the audience all followed to concentrate where he pointed. 


“M... Me?” 


The man Ayatsuji pointed at raised his voice quietly. 


The man was the same one who questioned the murder method before. Wearing a black suit and glasses, he looked 
like any ordinary young elementary school teacher. Though he held a pleasantly cheerful disposition, his mediocre 
looks made him to be someone you would most likely forget the next time you met him. 


“That’s...” 


“Sensei, you can’t possibly...” 


The room was silent. 


“H-How ridiculous. I, kill a child?” The man the detective accused allowed his lips to tug up faintly in a smile. 
“Impossible! I’m just a language teacher, | have no knowledge of bacteria... First of all, the evidence that | killed them 
- where is it!” 


“There is evidence.” Ayatsuji spoke, voice low and calm as if he had predicted the question. “On the sole of your shoe, 
there was a small needle pasted there no one would notice at a quick glance. Immediately after | had arrived here as 
per the request. Sure enough, you aimed to destroy the evidence by burying the petri dish in the trekking paths on the 
other side of the mountain. Where you walked, the tracks of the needle on the trekking trails will tell us. If you follow 
those footprints and find the dish, there’s no room for escape.” 


“U...wa...” Awed, the black suited teacher took a step back. 


Until just a few moments ago, confusion, anxiety, and fright dominated the church. However, such a feeling did not 
dominate their being for long. What soon dominated the room was anger. 


“It’s useless to think over it.” Ayatsuji said, voice below freezing. “When trying to escape from my eyes, so far many 
criminals until now have tried countless methods. None of them have ever rewarded them, not even once.” 


The black suited teacher took another fearful step back. 


At that time —- 


“Ayatsuji-sensei!” The voice of a woman echoed from the entrance of the church. “What are you doing! Gathering the 
staff on your accord...! Do you know the amount of warnings we've been given about discovering the culprit without 
permission?” Speaking angrily as she made her way over, the voice belonged to a slender woman wearing a black suit. 
She held a strong disposition, but in comparison to the black suited teacher, her body was smaller overall. 


“Oya, Tsujimura-kun.” The detective turned his cold gaze towards the woman. “Your timing is as graceful as ever, you 
know.” 


At the same time, the black suited male teacher started to break into a run. 


Someone in the audience shouted ‘he’s escaping!’. 


“Tsujimura-kun, that’s the criminal. Arrest him!” 


“E...EN?!” 


The suited man rushed towards the entrance. In front of him stood the woman previously referred to as ‘Tsujimura- 
kun’. With murderous blood-lust, he charged at her. 


Tsujimura turned the lower half of her body. After an instant, a kick was delivered to the man’s jaw, at a speed so fast 
he couldn’t see it, and he fell to the ground. 


The roundhouse kick Tsujimura had delivered— her heel had cut through the air like a typhoon had struck the man’s 
face. The male teacher writhed on the ground while she quickly grabbed his arm to twist it behind his back and 
straddled him. 


“Please be quiet.” The suited woman spoke while pressing a knee into his back. “You have the right to remain silent, 
and you have the right to employ an attorney if you desire.” 


“You really have a fondness for those sayings, huh, Tsujimura-kun.” 


“But... Putting the effort into saying he has the right to remain silent, it’d be a waste to not say it considering he has 
the right to remain silent!!” 


“It’s movie inspiration.” Ayatsuji stared down at her with cold eyes. “I don’t think he has the leisurely time to use his 
rights.” 


“More than that-!” Tsujimura glared at Ayatsuji while still pressing down the culprit. “Ayatsuji-sensei! Running off alone 
this time will be reported to the higher ups. We can’t continue ignoring warnings and arbitrarily prosecuting culprits, 
such a decision is for us at the Special Abilities Division.” 


“What are you saying. The ones who requested a resolution of this case were you people. Therefore, acting accordingly 
as your obedient dog, everyone gathered to solve the case. Moreover, the situation is a race against time. There’re still 
names on the list of children the man wants to kill. If the Special Abilities Division thinks me as a pet dog, | hope you’d 
learn how to praise me when I’ve carried out a trick.” 


“Shit! Why did | get caught!” The teacher pressed against the ground cried out. “I can’t be caught...... until | make 
those brats, those brats who’ve made a fool of me everyday— until | make them see what the world is like, and regret 
making a fool of me! | can’t be captured until then...... ” 


“Captured?” The detective squinted behind his sunglasses. “The worry is unnecessary. You’re not captured. The 
punishment this ‘homicide detective’ sees through does not take place in prison. Do you not know why they call me 
the ‘homicide detective’?” 


“Ayatsuji-sensei.” Ms. Tsujimura spoke to quickly chide him. 


“Tsujimura-kun. Release that man.” 


“Butt” 


“Do you want to become collateral damage?” 


The man jumped up, using the split second of hesitation Tsujimura showed. Pushing her away, the man started running 
for the exit. Thrust backwards, her back struck the wall near the entrance of the church. 


The culprit was escaping, but Ayatsuji said nothing, merely looking up at the upper part of the entrance. The breath 
was squeezed out her lungs. 


Fit above the entrance of the church was an old stained glass window. Serving as a place of prayer for believers long 
ago, it now served as a meeting place for the outdoor school. Due to aging, there were a number of cracks within it. In 
order to repair it, film tape had been affixed to the stained glass. 


The impact of Tsujimura hitting the wall caused new cracks to form within the stained glass. 


The new cracks caused the entire thing to collapse. 


“This can’t be happening!” The man cried while fleeing. “This is a mistake! Completely unexposed... | wouldn’t get 
caught, that guy told me so!” 


Bright blue, jade green, scarlet - the stained glass depicted a knight and the Virgin Mary in a variety of shades. 
Beautiful glass crafted more than a century ago, after emitting light for so much time, its duty came to an end as it 
poured to the ground like rain. 


The multicolored glass seemed like solidified light. 


Heavy glass bisected the culprit’s shoulder and torso. 


Fresh blood sprayed out. From the pierced man’s throat, there was a noise similar to a whistle that leaked out. Wide 
glass severed off an ear while another pierced his throat. The momentum of the glass in his chest didn’t stop as it tore 
through flesh and bone. 


From a cross-sectional look at the inner bowels, blood gushed out like a geyser. 


Scarlet red blood made a circular pattern on the floor of the old church. Furthermore, the brilliant pieces of broken 
glass continued to rain down. Finally, on top of the shattered glass, the man whose chest had been entirely pierced 
through fell 


Then —- silence. 


“He...” Someone in the audience muttered. “He died...?” 


Everyone was stunned. No one even screamed. No one understood what had just happened. Everyone was aware the 
stained glass window was old and cracking, cracking, but even if the glass were to fall with such momentum, it should 
have been an accident happening many years later, completely unrelated to them. 


Merely accidental. 


By sheer chance, with this timing —- 


The separated shoulder of the deceased continued to spew blood before it finally came to a stop. 


“The culprit... Died accidentally?” Someone spoke. 


Everything had been misunderstood. A detective sent from the government. Ruthless and clear minded, he solved the 
case. They all knew that the detective who watched the dead man without raising a brow was called the ‘homicide 
detective’. Called the ‘Homicide Detective’, they all assumed it to mean ‘a detective that solves murder cases’ —- Until 
this moment. 


“,. Sensei.” Tsujimura spoke while gathering herself. Her voice sounded like a growl, the back of her teeth clenching 
together. “Ayatsuji-sensei, again you —-” 


“This is a natural phenomenon.” There wasn’t even the slightest change in Ayatsuji’s voice. “Death exists side by side 
with life just as evening comes after dusk, this is an inevitable phenomenon that occurs regardless of wishes or 
intentions. | had no intention of intervening. A criminal who has his crimes uncovered by me will always die an 
accidental death in some form, this is absolutely 100 percent assured —- ” 


His words were as cold as the dead. He merely stood still, that dark figure holding not a hint of humaneness to be felt. 


An extremely dangerous special ability user. 


“Homicide detective”. 


The nickname didn’t mean ‘a detective that solves murder cases’. 


Straightening herself, Tsujimura tried to press her anger down while speaking in a low mutter. “The detective is the 
murderer.” 


[ Chapter 2: Before the Special Abilities 
Division’s Secret Base ] 


My bangs looked nice, | thought. 


Reflected within the car window was myself, pinching and lifting up pieces of hair from my bangs. Because of my hair 
and eyes, | put a lot of effort into my appearance. 


I'm alright. I’m perfectly fine. There’s no way in hell a special ability criminal can oppose a frightening agent. I’m 
perfectly fine. 


| was in the back-door parking lot of the library. It was deadly quiet. Aside from a few older people here and there, 
there was no one to be seen. This is natural. This is a top secret government facility. An information collection base 
under direct control of the Ministry of Home Affairs, my superior summoned me here to this facility. 


Though publicly seen as just a library in the mountains, if you were to look carefully enough, the security was tight and 
every guard held a sub-machine gun hidden under their pouch. 


|, Tsujimura, am a person formerly affiliated with this facility - a non-public organization of the Ministry of Home 
Affairs... and now, an agent of the Secret Military’s Special Abilities Division. 


Unlocking the car, | sit in the driver’s seat. 


Laboriously delivered from the U.K, it was a silver Aston Martin. A perfect car for an agent. A high powered 12-cylinder 
engine and a body made of Magnesium alloy, a machine born to run. 


To be worthy of being an agent of a secret organization, it should be a requirement to have a tough, horse-powered 
car. Thinking of when | bought it, | realize I’ve never been blessed with the opportunity of a car chase 


| turn the key to turn on the car. While driving down the quiet road that leads to town, | think about my situation. My 
mission is monitoring a detective. That detective, to bear the title as ‘detective’, must must resolve incidents and 
problems. In many cases, it’s to helped troubled people. In other words, to put it in simple terms such as being a 
‘villain’ or a ‘good person’, if they’re closer to the side of the villain. 


But the government's view is different. 
As the government puts it, that detective is like placing a piece of a nuclear warhead on a street corner. 


Where you are, what you’re doing or thinking or about doing, the government doesn’t always have a 100% grasp on 
this. 


If they were to cause an accident or run away from the control of the government, it’s inconceivable to imagine the 
damage that could be caused to the street. 


The list of the most important regularly monitored. 
An extremely dangerous ability user. 
“Homicide Detective”. 


It is a common name given to that person, and he is the target | must manage as an agent of the Secret Military’s 
Special Ability Department 


Complete failure is not allowed. 
When my superior gave the command to me, | remember his cold gaze even now. 


Along the way, | stop at a coffee shop and buy a sugarless latte. | put it in the drink holder of the car before resuming 
my operation. 


Each time | make a full stop at a red light, | make sure to peek into the car’s rear-view mirror to look behind me. 


It doesn’t seem like I’m being tailed today. When having a government job, you can never be too cautious or pay too 
much attention- Even for a rookie agent like me. However, I’ve never actually experienced being tailed yet either. 


But. 


A government agent. How | could be something so amazing, there are times where even | still can’t believe it after two 
years of working on this assignment. It almost seems as if I’m talking about a movie or a novel. Until a few years ago, | 
was just a college student who didn’t know anything. Nowadays, the only explanation | can give to close friends about 
this secret mission I’m doing is that it’s ‘the affairs of the import company’. 


Of course, you need to have self-confidence. It is also required to pass marksmanship and martial arts with top class 
marks. 


My motivation is second to none. That’s why | was chosen for this important mission. The higher ups would never leave 
such a mission in the hands of someone without an ability. 


... E think. 
While thinking, the monitored building location came into sight. 
Ayatsuji Detective Office. 


It was an old brick building facing the street. On the first floor, you can see the narrow entrance. At first glance it 
seemed like a boring building on a boring street, but all of it - including the upper floor as well as left and right of the 
office - were bought and occupied by the government. 


It is in order to ensure safety. 


| park my Aston Martin some distance away in paid parking. While pretending to check my make-up in the side-mirror, | 
check to see whether or not any suspicious figures are there. | then reached into my pocket to pull out an earphone 
microphone, attaching it to my ear before pressing the call button. 


“Calling to support troops, affiliation code 4048.” Allowing the terminal to recognize my voice, | was automatically 
connected to my destination. 


“This is sniper support squad one.” The voice of a burly man responded. 
“This is agent code 4048, Operation Officer Tsujimura. | will begin internal monitoring.” 
“Understood. We’ll move to position D2 and continue monitoring. The target is in the building.” 


“Thank you for all your hard work.” | speak into the earphone microphone, and the man gave a small laugh from the 
other side of the connection. 


“You're late, Tsujimura. Were you receiving a sermon from your superior?” 
“T-That’s not it!” 
“I’m guessing correctly, given your complexion. 


Across the road from me, | direct my line of sight to the roof of a building. In the same moment, the gleam of a lens 
shined from the edge of the roof. 


The detective agency is monitored twenty-four hours by sniper troops belonging to the secret military department. If 
Ayatsuji-sensei were to rebel against the government and used his ability without permission on someone, they are 
under orders to immediately shoot and kill ‘extremely dangerous ability user’ Ayatsuji. 


“| know.” The sniper spoke. “The building is the tiger’s cage. Although our job is to gun down the tiger, don’t shoot if 
possible. Right?” 


“.,. It’s alright. I’m an agent, after all.” 


“Right. | wish you good luck. Sniper team, out.” 


This was all that was said before the communication was cut. 

| sucked in a breath, held it, then exhaled. 

This is my wish. 

| routinely tell myself this twice a night before | go to bed. 

No matter what kind of heinous ability user it may be, so long as I’m here, | won’t allow them to have their way. 


| walk up to the front door of the office. Standing in front of the entrance, | dug into my pocket to pull out the key, 
turning it in my hands as | hold it diagonally against my shoulder. “It is your mistake to have been born in the same 
period as me.” 


It’s a phrase from my favorite spy movie. With a woman actor in a biker jacket and sunglasses, it was the coolest 
movie. 


For that hero, | must catch up as soon as possible one day. 
| opened the door. 
The room is dim, and there’s the wispy smell of a pipe drifting through the air. 


Vaulted ceilings and ordered wicker chairs. Against the walls were bookshelves that reached from floor-to-ceiling. 
Offering a lukewarm feeling, the fan on the ceiling stirred slowly. With western-style antique lamps and light orange 
walls, you could feel it was morning by the languid atmosphere that spread through the room. Two cats - a black one 
and a tortoiseshell one - were lying on the floor. At its master’s feet, the Black cat gave a bored yawn. After getting a 
better look at me, it meowed, before giving a pleasant sounding purr. 


Rather than a detective’s office, it looked like a room you would commonly find in a mansion. 


Sitting in the main office, while rocking in an easy chair in the middle of the club room, there was a book in one hand 
while smoke spiraled into the air from his pipe in the other. 


“.,. Oh, Tsujimura-kun. Good morning.” 
Lightly turning his line of sight to me, he immediately resumed his earlier position. 


Pale skin. A lavender colored hunting cap. His eyes held no emotion, and the temperature dropped when he looked at 
me. An extremely dangerous Special Ability user. 


The trouble is that... Whether it’s because of his title, or whether because of something different... When looking at this 
teacher, he had the appearance of a terrible addict. 


“Ayastuji-sensei.” Minding my tone so it would not be seen as nervous, it was harsher than usual. “What is the ‘good 
morning’ for? It should be me to speak first.” 


“... Hmm.” Ayatsuji-sensei said while turning a page. “Is that so.” 
He didn’t even look up from his book. 
Absolutely not. This... This won’t do. 


In my head, there’s is another me - with sunglasses and a motorcycle jacket, this is my ideal image | whisper to 
myself. What is your job? An agent. And what is your job as an agent? Monitoring my target. Then naturally that person 
can’t raise a hand against you, no? Aren’t you going to do a good job? | stated adamantly. 


No good! 
Approaching Ayatsuji-sensei, | snatched the book. 


“Please stop reading books when speaking to people.” | said in my coldest voice possible. “| am your watchdog, 
Ayatsuji-sensei. Depending on how you respond, | can have you shot and killed at any moment. | have the authority 
here. Do you understand me?” 


Ayatsuji-sensei looked up at the book that had been taken, then spoke. 


“| see. An effective threat.” Ayatsuji-sensei tapped his pipe to drop out the ashes. “Well then, let’s try this: I’ll pay 
attention and listen to you. In return, you make me coffee.” 


“What, that’s it?” | felt a bit let-down. “Is it that good?” 
“Two spoons of brown sugar, no milk.” 
“Understood.” 


Going into the kitchen, | boiled some water and put in the coffee powder to drip over. | slowly poured the boiling water 
over the center of the powder, waiting or the froth to settle down for a moment before pouring the rest of the hot 
water. Waiting for the timing where the coffee would be off-flavor to pass, | quickly take it from the dripper, checking to 
smell if it held the appropriate strong aroma. It was sort of a humorous thing to see. 


Then | shouted —- 
“lam not a maid!” 


"You're noticing too late.” Ayatsuji-sensei said in a cold voice while reading his book. “Now that I’m thinking about it, 
something’s come to my attention. You said it a while ago, but what is it ‘you wanted to say first’?” 


“It’s about your last case!” | cried while holding a coffee cup. “The incident regarding the outside school and the death 
of the elementary school students - Ignoring our warning, you went and solved the case on your own! It’s 
troublesome!” 


“Why?” Ayatsuji-sensei returned calmly to my denunciation. 


The last case - Three nights and four days ago, the case involving the killing of elementary school children done by one 
of the teachers of the school. Because it was an extremely urgent case, Ayatsuji-sensei was required by the 
government to solve it. Rumors say that one of the people the government sent had relations to those at the school 
and added extra measure because of it, which was most likely made up. ( The circumstances of the scene of the crime 
have not been shown, this is the same in any industry. ) 


For the sake of the locals, naturally Ayatsuji-sensei was placed under strict monitoring. In comparison to the culprit 
behind killing the children, Ayatsuji-sensei was a hundred times more dangerous. 


In a moment, in just one instant, if you look away —- ... 


“Is that alright, Ayatsuji-sensei? It is at the kindness of the government that | monitor you in and outside of this office. 
It’s because of my objecting that you’re not surrounded by men with machine guns and behind iron bars. Be a little 
more thankful...” 


“lam thankful. Especially to the fact that you, the observing personnel, are so easy to handle.” 

“Easy to handle, you Say...!” 

Unconsciously clenching my hands fists, my right hand gripped tightly at the coffee cup. 

“That coffee, | don’t have to wait much longer, do I?” 

“Eh... Ah, yes.” 

Giving in to his words, | reluctantly put the coffee on the desk next to where Sensei was reading. 

He closed the book, reaching calmly for his coffee and drank it leisurely. “Hmm. Surprisingly, it’s not that bad.” 
“Th... Thank you very much.” 

| was praised. Being praised so suddenly, somehow... No, that’s not it - 


“Don’t deceive me!” | yelled. “Ahhh, geez... First of all, what do you mean by ‘easy to handle’! Even though I’m a 
secret agent? A woman of such a mysterious surrounding? As If a go-getter elite would be easy to handle-” 


“Before coming here, you were yelled at by your boss, weren’t you.” 
“ERA” 


“And to refresh, you ordered a latte at a coffee shop. Then, you came up here through the book town route, then 
parked around the block.” 


“Eh, eh-” 


“You communicated with the sniper team in front of this office. They went to continue monitoring after changing to 
position D2—- ... Lastly, your usual catchphrase from one of your movies: /t is your mistake to have been born in the 
same period as me.” 


“Eh- Eh!? Why do you know that! I- Sensei, how do you know that?!” 


“Calm down.” 


There was no way | could calm down. 


In this job, this secret is the greatest armor | defend myself with. It’s important no one sees through any action or 
predicts any movement, whether it be ambush, danger, or disaster. 


Much less the agent in charge of monitoring him. 


If these movements were leaked, it would influence our success rate in these matters. 


But actually, before coming here - at the library, which is one one of our bases where Sakaguchi-senpai is the adviser, | 
was reprimanded for the last case. | also bought a latte and passed through the book town route, just as he said, 


The self confidence | had before entering the office, it was like a rocket being launched into the sky. 


“Calm down, ‘mysterious woman’. You didn’t do anything wrong. It’s just work. It’s as you said: someone like me 
should be behind bars. To kill that many people, they will kill again. Then, how and why am | sitting in my office 
drinking coffee? Because I’m a piece you and the government use, because | have the power to make concrete 
deductions using my power of observation as a detective. Like just now.” 


“... Power of observation...” 


Ayatsuji-sensei gave a troubled sigh, then began to speak with his pipe in his mouth. 


“| figured you had been scolded by your boss, because you arrived fifteen minutes later than usual. You aren’t the type 
to delay without reason on your mission, and your boss is known for being quite the sharp person. There’s a coffee 
shop you frequent that you’ve brought up before, and judging from the marks of how you wiped your lipstick, | 
assumed it to be a latte. There’s less traffic on the book town route. Without increasing travel time on that road, you 
could still check back to see if you were being tailed. It’s normal to communicate with the sniper support team in front 
of the office. As for what monitoring point the sniper team moved to, applying the 24/7 monitoring fact, | made a rough 
guess.” 


Power of observation. 


This... Detective... 


“B-But, but, but!” | said while pointing to the entrance of the office. “The line | said at the entrance! ‘/t is your mistake 
to have been born in the same period as me’! That... How did you know about that!” 


Without a change in his expression, Ayatsuji-sensei spoke. 


“If you don’t want your words to be heard, you should speak quieter.” 


| crouched and covered my face. 


| never felt as embarrassed as | did in that moment. 


Though it’s a little late, | should take some time to explain the existence of those known as ‘Ability Users’. 


In this world, there are few humans with special abilities. With each special ability, depending on how dangerous it is, 
they can cause harm to society. The Special Abilities Department, which is a secret department of the government, 
continue their monitoring activities over ability users. Crimes committed by special ability users are unending. 
Organized crime involving ability users has become a headache for the Special Abilities Department. 


Although, of course not all ability users are bad. 


If you are given permission by the Special Abilities Department, then you are allowed to use them legally. I’ve heard 
rumors, but apparently a small but elite exceptionally talented detective agency exists, taking on active cases. 


Their location definitely has to be Yokohama. 


Extremely dangerous ability users managed and supervised by the Special Abilities Division must be killed in some 
cases. Ranking at the top of the list is our “Homicide Detective”, Ayatsuji-sensei. 


“An ability that cases an accidental death to the other party”. 


Ignoring all cause and effect, the ability 100% ensures death to the other party. This is an example of a powerful and 
dangerous special ability. Blowing up the other party, cutting them into pieces, crushing them. Those supernatural 
abilities are naturally dangerous, thus vigilance is a necessity. 


But having a powerful and strong ability does not make you an “Extremely Dangerous Ability User”. 


Sensei’s ability ignores and distorts all physical barriers, giving an ‘accidental death’ to the target. Even if you were on 
the other side of the world or the strongest ability user, it’s irrelevant. It sounds more like a ‘curse’, doesn’t it? 


Choking, ceberal infarction, death by falling. 


Suicide, disease, and heart attacks. 


The cause of death itself cannot be predicted. It also cannot be prevented or canceled out. 


For the ability, there is only one condition for the target: they must be a criminal. Perhaps one might refer to it as a 
very fitting detective ability. A detective derives the truth, resolves incidents. They point and denounce the criminal. 
Unless it is under this process, the special ability will not activate and no death will happen. 


That’s why the plan called ‘Exterminate Extremely Dangerous Ability User, Ayatsuji Yukito’ that is submitted from time 
to time to the higher ups continues to be rejected. 


But when there are no defensive measures against a 100% assured death ability, this is a special exception for the 
Special Abilities Division and their Special Abilities user list. In accordance with Ayatsuji-sensei’s attitude, it’s crucial to 
have him under control, so having self-confidence is not enough. 


That’s why the ‘Exterminate Extremely Dangerous Ability User, Ayatsuji Yukito’ plan still continues to be submitted two 
or three times a week. 


If sensei was a bit more docile and understanding, the atmosphere would be more comforting, but... 


“What, Tsujimura-kun? Are you in the mood to be a maid, after all? If so, you should change your clothes. Your outfit is 
over there.” 


“You're wrong!” 


In any case, he has this kind of personality. | can’t read what he’s truly feeling. 


Rather, why a maid dress anyway? He bought one? 


“Then why are you looking at me. | know it’s your mission to monitor me, but if | need to be stared down 24 hours a 
day, it’d definitely work better to install surveillance cameras. They don’t need a salary, unlike you, and there wouldn’t 
be any useless talking.” 


“| know. But surveillance cameras, unlike me, can’t badger you saying “please finish the morning report”.“ 


"That’s your ‘something extra’.” 


“Please be quiet and finish your report.” 
“My, my.” 
Ayatsuji-sensei turned to his desk then, beginning to write on his papers. 


A report summarizing the case. Circumstances of the case, discovered evidence, how to confirm the evidence and 
identify the culprit. Because the trigger mechanism for sensei’s ability is so limited, even trivial information is 
indispensable for the Secret Abilities Division. That’s why giving in a detective’s report later is important. 


Of course, it’s my job to submit a practical copy of it. The negotiations of the parties after the incident, the behind-the- 
scenes work of the commanding troops and police department, and recovering the non-disclosure agreements of the 
parties concerned. Just as sensei said, my job is not only surveillance monitoring. Supervising business, driving and 
escorting sensei when he goes out, and even serving as a mock assistant so detective work may get by without 
incident. 


Since there’s no one else left to do it, it’s up to me. 


This being the case, taking a seat in a wicker chair with Ayatsuji-sensei within sight, | open up my personal laptop 
computer to input the data. 


Paperwork, monitoring, escorting sensei - all of these things are capable of being done perfectly by a first-rate agent. 
I’m sure that movie heroine would say so. 


By the way, there was a plan to install surveillance camera’s throughout the building, just as Ayatsuji-sensei said. Such 
a thing exists. But since sensei can thoroughly see through things, he’d surely find a blindspot and disobey, thus the 
plan became obsolete. That’s the feeling | get. 


The tortoiseshell cat walked past my leg, rubbing its head against my ankle a few times. 
“Finished.” Sensei stood up his fountain pen and passed over a bundle of papers. 
“Finished?” | said. “Already? Did you write neatly without forgetting anything?” 

“To make sure I’m not forgetting anything would be your job.” 


| accepted the report. | flipped through the pages one by one to verify the contents. My finger stopped on a certain 
page. 


“Please wait.” | said. “This last passage... What is this?” This sentence was ominous. Before | knew it, it felt as if | had 
needles in my mouth. 


“Just as | wrote. What is it? Being able to read is your best strong point, Agent Tsujimura.” 
“I'll beat you. ... That aside, this sentence,” 

| pointed to a line on the report. 

0)! wouldn’t get caught, that guy told me so! [J 


“These are... The words of the culprit?” 


Sensei sucked from his pipe, allowing the smoke to spill out little by little from the gap between his lips. Then, he 
spoke. “You were also there, weren’t you?” 


“| was pushed into the wall at that time... Now that | think about it, | think | heard him shout something. But, this 
dialogue...” 


| had an unpleasant premonition. Within the darkness, it felt as if my fingertips were touching something rough. But, 
whether or not it was the skin of an elephant or the fangs of a hideous monster, | couldn’t tell yet. 


“Certainly, it sounds suggestive. What about it?” 
Sensei had already returned to reading. 


“"What about it’, you say... In other words, in addition to the criminal, there was at least one other person who knew in 
advance about this?” 


Sensei said nothing, quietly turning a page in his book. 


“The city police department have since then examined the home of the offender. However, it’s strange. There is 
surprisingly few traces of the criminal’s plan. If bacteria was used for the murder, prior information would have been 
supplied in the investigation. But going into the library’s net history, there were no records found. After a certain date, 
private phone records and places he stopped by on his way home, they all suddenly vanished.” Sensei said 
unexpectedly. “Am | wrong?” 


| could feel my breathing becoming shallow. He’s right. 
“.,. Twelve days ago. You knew this?” 


“Clostridium botulinum is one of the strongest poisons in the world, but expertise is indispensable in order to use that 
‘invisible demon’. The problem of culturing it correctly, storing it correctly, adjusting the amount of application to the 

dish so it doesn’t die... What’s more, when it comes to controlling the time until it’s a lethal dose and will no longer be 
in the area of performing. It’s not a murderous way of thinking a Japanese language teacher alone has.” 


Sensei looked in my direction. It was a cold stare that flowed like a river into a lake. 

“Now then, what conclusion has the Special Abilities Department come to?” Sensei asked. 
“Please tell me your thoughts first.” | replied. 

Sensei finished the coffee remaining in his cup, and then began to speak. 


“Whatever you’re thinking, there are collaborators. - No, the one who taught everything and pulled them down the 
road of evil was the ‘criminal instigator’.” 


“Criminal instigator—-” 


“Traces of the crime were erased; on the contrary, all elements that were suspected of being doubted or accidentally 
dejected were removed, carefully teaching the process to commit the perfect crime. In another words, an ‘evil 
teacher’. You don’t know who it is... And you have no idea how they came in contact with the criminal. Correct?” 


| met Sensei’s gaze and answered automatically. 
“12 days ago...” 


“You should investigate further into the behavior of the criminal that day. Naturally the Ministry of Special Affairs has a 
mind of justice.” 


| think. 


A murderer who has committed a perfect crime using bacteria. As a result of the investigation, we deemed the 
criminal’s motive was that there were many cheeky children they wanted to kill, but raising their hands in frustration 
would result in corporal punishment. It’s trivial anger. Such a common motive seen around the world wouldn’t evolve 
into poisoning. 


Someone had to teach them ‘how to do it’. 
| inspected the data on the laptop. 


“Twelve days ago... But, according to the records nothing seemed to change. As usual, he returned home from work 
and had dinner at the neighborhood cafeteria. We can tell from the GPS records in the car that it seems he got lost for 
a while on the way home. However, it’s a country road with only a barn and a well. We didn’t think there was anything 
wrong. And at the end of the day, both the car’s service records and the telephone’s service records stopped.” 


“As expected of the Special Abilities Division. You’re quick.” 

“We can do that much.” 

“It’s the Special Abilities Division excluding you that’s quick.” 

| flatten my voice, unintentionally sounding angry. 

“Ayatsuji-sensei.” 

“What.” 

“An abettor of the crime... If you knew this already, why didn’t you tell me?” 


“That’s true. It was careless of me. | sincerely apologize.” Ayatsuji-sensei said while shrugging his shoulders. “By the 
way, do you people always repeat yourselves or is that an auditory hallucination of mine? Do not do more than 
instructed, do not pursue cases you’re not requested for. Like a dog on a chain obediently following orders, later 
wagging its tail awaiting the next order. The request given to me yesterday was to solve a murder case. | identified the 
perpetrator of the case as requested and convicted them with my ability. What more would you ask for? In addition...” 


“In addition...?” 


Ayatsuji-sensei, letting his words hang heavy in the air, glared while remaining still. There was no sign of him saying 
anything. The words disappeared as if drifting off into the air. 


““Well’, you said?” 
“Eh?” 
| did not understand the significance of the word right away, swallowing heavily. 


““Well’? Not a reservoir or a vertical hole, but a well? You said so earlier. He went down a road with a well on his way 
home. That’s what you said?” 


Sensei suddenly began speaking quickly. 

“T... That’s right, | did, but, what...” 

Sensei rose to his feet suddenly. Then, he began walking without glancing at me. 
“Uh, sensei?” 

“Be quiet.” 


His words were like an icicle piercing my skin. The words | wished to say were swallowed back down my throat. 
Walking with long strides, Sensei disappeared behind a door further within the office. Then, the sound of his footsteps 
began to descend. 


“Hey - sensei?” 
| suddenly remembered. 


There should have been a stairway to the basement at the back of this office. Whatever the reason, | cannot take my 
eyes off of Sensei so easily. Hiding my feelings of insecurity, | quickly stood up and chased after. 


The black cat meowed and retreated into the room behind me. 


It wasn’t my first time entering this basement. | know the whole layout of this building. Blind spots from snipers, where 
the wall is thick in the case of a raid, and the shortest route to the back door are also in my mind. I’ve visited each 
room a couple of times and confirmed the condition with my own eyes. This is natural for a professional. 


But, | end up uncomfortable no matter how many times | come down here. 


Going down the stairs, | entered the basement. Chilly air escaped, swirling around my feet. It was a dimly lit basement 
with a low ceiling. Dolls of various sizes decorated the room. Antique dolls, replica dolls, ball-jointed dolls. Some were 
small, made of cotton or cloth, and even an elaborate life-sized doll that seemed it would start moving. All of their eyes 
are closed, some of them sitting on the sofa and within the showcase which were also decorated with dolls. To prevent 
the dolls from getting sunburned, the lighting is kept dim, | believe. 


On the floor, there wasn’t even one speck of dust. 
From somewhere, cold air flowed. 


Although I’ve only been doing this work for a short time, putting it plainly, | think this room is more suitable for the 
stage of a murder more than any murder scene I’ve seen so far. 


Sensei sat in a chair at the back. Sitting in a wooden chair, he put his thumb to his chin and closed his eyes. 


As | approached and tried to speak, he lifted a finger to silence me. A sign to ‘be quiet’. It seemed he didn’t want me to 
disturb his thinking. 


| thought of complaining, but decided against it. Sometimes it’s needed to cultivate one’s thoughts. Turning my back, | 
looked at the surrounding dolls in silence. 


There were dolls of beautiful women, young boys, and animals. There were also dolls that were strange mixes of 
humans and beasts. 


This group of dolls was sensei’s kind of tastes. Some seemed to be made by the hands of a doll artist who had only 
sold a few throughout the world and are of high antique value. Certainly at just a glance, you could tell every doll is 
definitely not a product of mass production. 


But, well, when you have to work at such a place, it’s definitely creepy to have such a secret garden in the basement 
of a private office. 


Sensei said, “Dolls are more interesting than humans, they don’t get boring.” 
Geez. 


“| remembered.” Sensei, who had his eyes closed before, spoke unexpectedly with a sharp voice. His gaze was set 
firmly in one place somewhere in the air. “Three days ago in the evening, behind the alley two blocks from here. A 
gossip magazine was rolling somewhere in the garbage dump facing the parking lot.” 


“Garbage dump...? Gossip magazine?” | tilted my head. “What about them?” 


“You said ‘well’. You understand that much don’t you?” Ayatsuji-sensei said with a cold voice. “When | was passing 
through, | caught a glimpse of it. An article in a magazine. | didn’t pay much attention to it, and forgot about it. But -” 


“W-Wait, wait a second.” | interrupted, flustered. “It’s amazing you could remember the article of a magazine just by 
glancing at it but... Before that, in the afternoon 3 days ago? Why were you outside at such a time? During that time 
the watchmen should’ve been watching the building!” 


“| wanted to take a walk by myself for a bit, so | created a distraction and slipped away.” Sensei told me. “Is there a 
problem?” 


| nearly collapsed face-first. 
Why did he think it wasn’t a problem? Of course it was a big one. 


I’ve seen the list of Dangerous Ability Users. Among them, though there was a terrifying ability user criminal who could 
cut a few meters of his surroundings to pieces, he was a third rate ability user, the third from the bottom of the list. 


Sensei, receiving the title “Special First Class Dangerous Ability User”, is far from there, for his danger level is above 
the clouds. 


This dangerous ability user deceiving the eyes of a strict surveillance team, and taking a walk for a while? 


How in the world... 


“The supervisory team of the Ministry of Special Affairs is excellent, but when the setting sun properly reflects on the 
window, the glare leaves the window monitored less. If you put another pane of glass on the inside of the window to 
disguise the reflection, you can easily go out the window.” 


| felt dizzy. After reporting this upfront admission to the higher ups, it will take 3 all-nighter’s in order to drastically 
review the monitoring system. 


“Such a thing doesn’t matter.” As if the topic meant nothing, Sensei cut it short. “Anyway, the topic is the content of 
what gossip article. There was a description of a ‘well’ in the article.” 


““Well’, you say... What’s so special about it?” 


Certainly wells are rarely seen in this area. You won’t see them unless you go to the mountains where traditional 
private houses remain. But I can’t imagine why a murderer passing a well had such deep meaning. 


It’s amazing he can remember a magazine article he merely glanced at 3 days ago, of course, but why was he 
worrying so much about the article and ‘well’ now? 


“The magazine itself deals with vulgar rumors and urban legends. It’s not worth reading. However, the phrase of the 
article that | looked at for a moment was like this,” 


Sensei followed, speaking as if to confirm my inner thoughts. 


“A well that will make you into an evil person if you worship it.” His eyes grew sharper. “Whoever wished in a front of 
the well becomes evil and won't be punished for doing evil as well.” 


“. Evil..?” 


That’s impossible. 


| wanted to laugh it off. First of all, the word ‘evil’ is unnatural, it felt like a term from a fairy-tale... Another thing, it’s 
because that a person who knew that and wished to be evil and wanted to be would be funny. 


But | couldn’t laugh. | couldn’t breathe. Before | knew it, the air in the room was tense and | grew thirsty. 


“Tsujimura-kun, if you want to know the truth of the incident,” Ayatsuji-sensei said while sitting down. There was no 
warmth in his eyes. “Send a request to the Special Abilities Division. Look for the well. Perhaps —-” 


———— A youkai may appear. 


Ayatsuji-sensei said, smiling thinly. 


Ayatsuji-sensei’s conclusion was 100% correct. 


A well that made people evil when worshiped to. 


It existed. And the people who worshiped it were evil and committed evil. 


Also, there was one more thing sensei was right about. 


What came out when we investigated the well, | can’t express it any other way ———-— it was a youkai. 


The next day ———— Ayatsuji Detective Office was given permission to solve the case relating to the well. 


